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Dearest friends in Scouting and Guiding,

this year we want to offer you a Lenten journey that looks especially at Holy Week.
In the story of Jesus' last days, the Gospels introduce us to some characters that we could define as marginal. They are part of the people, of the crowd, of the common people who meet with the Master and who, directly or indirectly, participate in the essential events of the Passion, Death and Resurrection. They are "indirect" witnesses, just as we guides and scouts are called to be so towards those who have not yet met the risen Jesus!!
We have also prepared a Lentent challenge for you!
As scouts and guides, we are called to make at least one good deed every day.  Attached we are sending you a picture. On each day of the Lent, we are challenged to make a special good deed and write a name/names of persons to whom we served. After that, at the end of the day, you can pray for this person. Each week, you can also paint to te picture a “marginal” person which met Jesus on his way led to resurection!
We would be happy to receive your pictures on chair@iccs-em.org and europe.iccg@gmail.com .  
We hope you can use this “tool” not only during the time of the Lent, but also within other scout and guide events throughout the year.
Yours in Christ and Scouting and Guiding,
[bookmark: _GoBack]										 February 2021


	
ICCS-EM Regional Committee	 					ICCG-E Regional Team
	



I Sunday of Lent	21/02/2021		
[image: ]

[image: ]As he drew near to Bethphage and Bethany at the place called the Mount of Olives, he sent two of his disciples. He said, "Go into the village opposite you, and as you enter it you will find a colt tethered on which no one has ever sat. Untie it and bring it here. And if anyone should ask you, 'Why are you untying it?' you will answer, 'The Master has need of it.'" (Lc 19, 29-31)


The owner of the donkey 
[image: ]The month of Nissan is for me as a breeder, the sweetest of the year. It is true that here, near Jerusalem, there is a lot of confusion in these days for the celebration of the Passover; this festival of pilgrims on their way to the temple, with their tents around the walls, brings joy to the heart. The beasts with their lambs, the unknown faces that meet along the way remind me that life awakens and that every dawn brings a gift to be discovered, sometimes suddenly, like yesterday.
I went down early with my donkey to collect wood and I brought his colt with us to graze a little. As I was tying the wood, I heard the colt bray, I turned and saw two men untying it and stroking its muzzle. They didn't look like two thieves but I didn't understand and yelled at them. " why do you take it? ”. They came to meet me with open hands and a smile and replied: "Because the Lord needs it"! Then they continued to descend towards the Mount of Olives. I was dazed, I didn't even try to chase them, their answer rang in my head ... suddenly I remembered their faces: they were the friends of that rabbi, Jesus, the one who had given back sight to a blind man!
I called my son and we started running with him ... "the Master is there" ... I didn't want to miss the opportunity to meet his eyes, catch the gaze of the one they said was the Messiah! The streets were crowded, we stopped at the top where we seemed to see him: the colt was walking docile covered by a rough cloak, ridden by Jesus. I caught my breath. I had seen it and my heart was filled only with this: something of mine had been useful to that man everyone was talking about!
I climbed a wall, detached an olive branch and began to shake it ... I was one of many, I was the owner of the colt, perhaps he would never have known or perhaps he had always known it!

[image: ]
And now as he was approaching the slope of the Mount of Olives, the whole multitude of his disciples began to praise God aloud with joy for all the mighty deeds they had seen .
(Lc 19, 37)

Elijah the boy
I have never seen my father so excited, I too try to climb an olive tree ... well, they made room for me and now I see very well, I have to grasp everything, do not miss anything!
It is beautiful from up here, people spread their cloaks on the street as the Master passes by. It is a great moment and I feel immense joy, it is a happiness that leaves you breathless and yet you cannot be silent.
The Master is almost below us, pushed by the crowd, we cry out loud, he has seen us, he has looked up smiling at us! It is the clearest face I have ever seen, for a moment I met his eyes and he seems to have read me inside!
This I must bring: the clarity of him! This I must be: a clear boy who brings the light of joy in his eyes ... I too can help Jesus, I'm not too young to do it ... I don't know how to do it but I'll understand.
I remain watching, I follow with my eyes the figure of the Master and our foal ... now it is an indistinct point in the crowd ... All of a sudden I'm down from the tree, I have his gaze in my heart and a great joy. My mother is waiting for us at the top of the hill, waiting for me to tell her what I saw, I don't know where to start, I just hope she could read it in my eyes!

Scout and guide reflection:
[image: ]
What is my effort to "climb the tree", to be able to see Jesus passing in my life?
What light do my friends see in my eyes?



[image: ]Remember the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!


II Sunday of Lent	28/02/2021	
[image: ]

[image: ]When the day of the Feast of Unleavened Bread arrived, the day for sacrificing the Passover lamb, he sent out Peter and John, instructing them, "Go and make preparations for us to eat the Passover." They asked him, "Where do you want us to make the preparations?" And he answered them, "When you go into the city, a man will meet you carrying a jar of water. Follow him into the house that he enters (Lc 22, 7-10)

The servant of the cenacle
[image: ]I have always made many services to my master. I've been working for him for more than fifteen years and his house is a bit like mine. He allowed me to take a wife and live with her in her house and I am grateful to him because he now has confidence in me. And then, since he has listened to the tales of the Rabbi of Nazareth, he has become less abrupt, he has learned to smile at me and has increased my pay.
Yesterday morning, which was the day of unleavened bread, while I was going to the master's house with the usual fresh water jar, I was joined by two men who follow the Rabbi, they accompanied me to the master's house and asked me to call him ; the older one, who I later learned is called Simon said Peter, after greeting the master with peace, asked him: "our Master wishes to have the Easter dinner with his disciples, he sends us to you to ask you where 'is the hall ”.
I was amazed and also my master who for a moment was dumbfounded, but then his orders were immediate: “Jonah - because that's my name - shows Peter and John the great room on the upper floor. Be at their disposal to prepare dinner. Whatever they ask of you, do it with joy and attention ”.
As I was about to climb the stairs, I saw the master cry embracing Peter, then they recited a psalm together.
So I remained silent on the second step, thinking within myself that that invoked peace was really entering the house, it was enveloping things and people, even me, a servant, but perhaps today for the first time a man, indeed, a new man.
I looked at my hands: I could offer these, that is, my work. Then simply holding them out to the two disciples, I simply said to them: "Here I am, I am ready to serve!"
Pietro smiled at me and together with Giovanni they followed me to the first floor.




[image: ]
He rose from supper and took off his outer garments. He took a towel and tied it around his waist. Then he poured water into a basin and began to wash the disciples' feet and dry them with the towel around his waist.   (Gv 13,4-5)

Jonah the servant
Finally, after sunset he arrived with his other disciples. Upon entering, he evoked peace on us all, hugged the master and thanked him for the welcome. Once settled in the room, I approached the door and sat outside the door, ready to intervene if needed. I felt satisfied, happy, happy to be there.
After a short time, the Rabbi got up and asked me for a towel and a basin; immediately given him those that the master reserves for the most important guests, Jesus took them and returned to his friends. I stepped forward to help him, but he stopped me with a wave of his hand. So I went out and remained motionless behind the ajar door looking at that slice of light coming from the room and I witnessed a shocking gesture ... The Master took off his robe, tied the towel to his hips, then knelt at the his friends' feet and hunched over began to wash his feet. Like a servant, as I do when the master comes home to remove the dust, to freshen him up ...
When he finished, I silently stepped forward to take back the basin and towel, while the Master put on his robe.
I was thinking looking at my face reflected in the basin, then I was shaken, I could not stand still with those objects in my hand ... he could still need me!
I thought that if he, who many say is even the Messiah, did the lowest thing, what should we do to each other? I don't think I have fully understood, but the gesture struck me deeply. When they came out behind the Master at the end, I didn't have the courage to stop anyone. It was late and I was very excited. The still burning oil lamps cast long flickering shadows. “You will be blessed when you put these things into practice” with these words still in my ears, I collected the bowls and the chalice left on the table.
The next day I would have asked them to explain and talk to me again about that gesture and the beautiful things that the Master announces.
It had been a new day, I was a new man!

Scout and guide reflection:
[image: ]I realize that I am an instrument in the hands of the Lord?
How, every day, I make myself useful towards my neighbor?


Remember the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!

III Sunday of Lent	07/03/2021	

[image: ]
So Judas got a band of soldiers and guards from the chief priests and the Pharisees and went there with lanterns, torches, and weapons    (Gv 18, 3)

[image: ]
[image: ]The temple guard  
It had been rumored for several days that they were about to arrest him. Since Jesus had gone up to Jerusalem, the tension had increased. Our bosses had warned us to watch him but it was very difficult to catch him. He was always on the move with his disciples or disappeared to meditate outside the city.
It was a difficult time, Jerusalem was teeming with people; in the last few days I had been in exhausting shifts and couldn't wait to enjoy a little rest over a glass of wine. My colleague and I had moved out of the cold and to break the monotony we were playing dice a bottle of wine that would warm and cheer me up. What an illusion!
Just as the changing of the guard was near, there was a great commotion, the other guards came and ordered us to follow them; the idea of an action in the middle of the night seemed terrible to me. Goodbye rest ...
“Let's go get Jesus! They deliver it to us on a silver platter. Do you see that man? His name is Judas and he promised the sacerdotes that he will help us find him! "
I remained silent. I found myself following all those soldiers but I just wished I could go home, warm.










[image: ]

Then, while he was still speaking, Judas, one of the Twelve, arrived, accompanied by a crowd with swords and clubs who had come from the chief priests, the scribes, and the elders. His betrayer had arranged a signal with them, saying, "The man I shall kiss is the one; arrest him and lead him away securely." He came and immediately went over to him and said, "Rabbi." And he kissed him.    (Mc  14, 43-45)

The arrest  
[image: ]Arrived on the spot and recognized the signal of Judas, we rushed on Jesus and immobilized him. He broke out a scuffle and someone of his wounded Malco, a servant of the high priest in the ear: the Rabbi scolded the disciple and touched the wounded ear, healing the wound! I was speechless.
It all happened in a very short time, we began to lead Jesus to the house of Caiaphas, the high priest.
I couldn't get that gesture of him out of my mind, impossible, absurd, yet true. I had seen him with my own eyes so why did we take him and treat him as if he were a murderer?


Scout and guide reflection:

[image: ]Also each of us has the power to "heal" the wounds of the heart of those close to us; Has this ever happened to you too? When did this happen to you last time?
Have you ever thought about how the power of your love is stronger than any sword?



[image: ]Remember the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!

IV Sunday of Lent	14/03/2021	

[image: ]
[image: ]The chief priests and the elders persuaded the crowds to ask for Barabbas but to destroy Jesus 
(Mt 27, 20)

[image: ]The young man from the square
My days are all the same, in the morning in the square trying to be taken for a job, in the evening at the tavern. I know the square stone by stone. I'm there, alive, there, waiting there. Even on the eve of Passover I was there. A nice group was a bit that stood in front of the house of the Roman governor. At a certain point he began to get agitated: they were priests, Pharisees, Levites, temple guards ... I went to look around.
Someone told me: “Now Pilate goes out and will say the sentence on Jesus. We handed him over this night. Caiaphas questioned him and he called himself the Son of God! He cursed! "
I had seen that Jesus other times and he didn't seem dangerous to me, on the contrary, I liked him very much, instead the people around me were poisoned and wanted his death !!
The group was expanding, they came from all sides. One told me: "I heard him say that he can destroy the temple and rebuild it in three days and I testified it in front of Caiaphas!".
Here a buzz went through the square: Pilate was caming. Behind him came Jesus, his hands tied, his garments discarded and his face looking at the crowd.
"You introduced me to this man accusing him of fomenting unrest among the people but I have not found any guilt that deserves death"
At these words there was a roar. "To death, crucify him!", So the Pharisee next to me also shouted and gave me an elbow so that I too could scream like him. I looked at him in amazement, the poison he had in his soul devastated his expression.
Those words "to death" shouted around me, remained on my lips but did not come out ...
Pilate then proposed, as was the custom for Passover, to free a prisoner and the crowd shouted: "Give us Barabbas, to death Jesus!" , "On the cross, on the cross!"
By now the screams were continuous: I felt crushed by the certainty displayed by everyone, oppressed by that condemnation which seemed unmotivated, absurd, unjust. The Romans would have saved him but it was we Jews like him who condemned him with our screams, our hatred.
I stared at Pilate, I hoped he would still do something. And in fact he did something but not what I hoped: a servant had brought him some water and he washed his hands saying that he would not be responsible! "
My soul was rebelling, they all seemed crazy! I felt squeezed in my throat, I wanted to escape from the square, flee to hide and not see the shining eyes of that man that the soldiers carried away. I ran away and out of the city he drops me on a meadow crying. I wanted the rain, as if it could erase the image of the innocent Christ from my eyes and wash my soul from the shame of what had happened.


Scout and guide reflection:
[image: ]
There are times when people around us lead us to do things we don't really want to do. But we always have the ability to think with our head and our heart.
What was the last time you followed the voice of your heart without following "the crowd"?


[image: ]Remember the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!

V Sunday of Lent	21/03/2021	

[image: ]
It was now about noon and darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon
[image: ]because of an eclipse of the sun. Then the veil of the temple was torn down the middle. Jesus cried out in a loud voice, "Father, into your hands I commend my spirit"; and when he had said this he breathed his last. The centurion who witnessed what had happened glorified God and said, "This man was innocent beyond doubt."
(Lc 23, 44-47)

[image: ]The roman officer
Now I want more than ever to return to Rome. This mission in Judea gets heavier every day. Subdues, riots, rebellions, executions. I do not fight, I do not bring the insignia of Rome to the edge of the world as I dreamed of as a boy. Now I'm a policeman, not a soldier.
Even today yet another death sentence, wanted more by the crowd than by the governor. When Pilate ordered me to free Barabbas, I thought he was mad. He had killed one of our soldiers ... We felt a lot of anger at this which seemed an injustice to us, but orders are orders.
We had three convicts, two thieves and the "King of the Jews". We had loaded them with the patibulum, the horizontal pole of the cross, while the stipes, the vertical poles, always remained fixed on Golgotha, as a warning to everyone.
Going up, the two thieves shouted and cursed, Jesus dragged himself along in silence, wounded and swollen by his wounds. We had to watch out for the crowds along the way so they wouldn't invade the procession. I was very tense because control of order depended on me; I was also worried that Jesus would get to the top alive and when I saw him fall several times, I ordered a passerby to carry his wood.
Several times Jesus looked at the crowd, especially a group of women who were crying desperately.
Once we arrived, we proceeded with the execution: first Jesus then the other two. I will never get used to the thud of the hammer on the nails that are wedged between the tendons of the condemned, nor to their screams.
As soon as the crosses were raised, the leaders of the Jews approached to read the motivation of the condemnation and immediately protested to me because they wanted her changed to "Jesus the Nazarene, King of the Jews" ... The people were watching ... The agony of the crucifixes and time seemed not to pass.
I did not have the strength to sustain Jesus' gaze, his deep eyes, the only part not disfigured by blood and wounds. He penetrated me and stripped me and disturbed me. I didn't know whether to wish him to die soon or that, by virtue of some power, he would come down from the cross.
Towards noon the clouds that loomed over the city grew darker, a strong wind blew and I curled up in my cloak, shivering with cold. It was the third hour and the increasingly rainy clouds that could not fall had obscured the city.
I felt oppressed by that leaden sky, troubled by the agony of that man, shaken by the courage of the mother who helplessly witnessed the death of her son ... "I'm thirsty" he managed to say and I ordered a soldier to hand him vinegar on a reed ... the wind made even that operation difficult ...
I saw him gather the last strength of him and he shouted, overcoming the noise of the wind, "Father I entrust my life to you. Everything is done ”. And his strength left him and like an empty sack his head was hid in his open arms. And he is dead.
Then the clouds that besieged us began to unload all their torrential load and the thunder deafened us making the earth tremble. I had it clear, in that unreal light that he was really a just man and I think I said it aloud because I remember the amazed face of a soldier next to me who must have heard me… Now I would also say it again in front of my superiors.
I want to return to Rome and put the sea between me and this land, erase the gaze of the mother from her eyes, and from her mind her last words so as not to be forced to reconsider and ask myself if I have not really executed the son of God!


Scout and guide reflection:
[image: ]Sometimes, our indifference makes the small requests for help that come to us every day, "die".  Jesus asked us to take care of the weakest and most defenseless; he told us that every time we take care of them, we take care of him. We deal with his injuries.
When you turn to Jesus at the end of the day, do you ever talk to him about what makes you suffer? Have you ever told him how much joy he has given you instead, healing the suffering of those close to you?


[image: ]Remember the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!

Palm Sunday		28/03/2021	
[image: ]
[image: ]When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea named Joseph, who was himself a disciple of Jesus. He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus; then Pilate ordered it to be handed over. Taking the body, Joseph wrapped it (in) clean linen and laid it in his new tomb that he had hewn in the rock. Then he rolled a huge stone across the entrance to the tomb and departed. 
(Mt 27, 57-60)

[image: ]The servant of Joseph   
Once again I was waiting for my master, like last night when he was occupied until dawn at the Sanhedrin. He was sad again, he could hardly hold back his tears and I understood that there was no escape for Jesus. He was just and wise but his authority was not enough to save the Rabbi.
I had spent the eve of Easter, following the condemnation and execution in the crowd; I had to notify my master immediately as soon as Jesus died; so he had rushed to my house and he immediately went to Pilate to ask for her body. I waited anxiously, it would soon be Saturday and we would not be able to proceed with the burial. He returned with the authorization at the last light of day and we quickly reached Golgotha.
At the foot of the crosses the soldiers and a handful of women remained; the master ordered me to take a ladder, but he wanted to go up to take the body, telling me that it was the last thing he could do for him.
Gently he passed it to the disciple of Jesus who had always remained close to his mother. The woman then approached and caressed him with infinite tenderness, brushing the cold and wet body, pushing the hair away from the forehead and freeing it from those thorns which, like a crown, had wounded his head.
The master pointed with his eyes to the linen sheet he had made me buy. Nicodemus sprinkled the body with fragrant aloe and then we wrapped it up. We made a fleeting procession to reach the master's garden where we would have buried him. I was worried about how we would move the stone covering the tomb.
We arrived quickly, went inside and gently set him down. At the exit the servant of Nicodemus and I leveraged a beam until the heavy rock rolled over the opening. I was completely sweaty, the damp was sticking to my clothes and I felt tired and empty.
In small groups, we walked away from that garden in silence, only the rustle of the grass under our sandals. The rest of the Sabbath was waiting for me but my soul had no respite and I prayed to him who I still believed to be the Messiah.




Scout and guide reflection:
[image: ]Without Jesus we are like empty sacks, our strength alone is little enough.
Have you ever felt a great sense of emptiness within you? What or who managed to fill it?
Who did you talk to?



[image: ]Remem ber the good deeds you are challenged to do this week  and report on the last page!

Easter Sunday	04/04/2021	 

[image: ]
[image: ]Now that very day two of them were going to a village seven miles from Jerusalem called Emmaus, and they were conversing about all the things that had occurred
(Lc 24, 13-14)


[image: ]Cleopa and I  
Cleopa and I have been friends since childhood. We grew up together in Emmaus and we are both potters. We also met the Master together the day we were at the market in Jerusalem to sell our bowls and since then our life has changed. We listened to him, we followed him, we were sent by him to villages announcing peace, shouting in the squares that the kingdom of God is near, healing the sick and casting out demons in his name. And Jesus was the salt of our friendship, the clay of our work, because with him we had chosen to mold souls, to form the bricks for the construction of his kingdom, announcing in joy his coming.
Then in these last days everything seems to have fallen apart. They took and killed him. And we all disappeared, terrified of being recognized as his disciples. We mingled in the crowd, crying over our shame, unable to move, drained of life blood. Only the women of our group shook us this morning: they said they did not find the body of Jesus, but they often exaggerate and what they say is not always credible. So, in the afternoon, after greeting our friends, we decided to return to Emmaus.
It takes more than two hours, we walked slowly looking at our feet and reflecting on what had happened ... "Can I come with you?", Suddenly a man who had joined us asked us, "I too go to Emmaus and we could walk together ”. He had a mild air, perhaps one of the many pilgrims who had gone up to Jerusalem for the Passover. We smiled at him and he joined us.
He asked us why we were sad ... We stopped to look him in the face: he was a Jew like us, was it possible that he hadn't known anything about what happened? We told him the recent events, including the alleged disappearance of his body when he interrupted us by getting to the heart of the story: “but don't you remember the prophecies that speak of the Messiah? He had to undergo such a passion to enter his glory of him! "
We looked at him in amazement, he took our doubts and turned them over into certainties, he began with the books of Moses, then Isaiah and the psalms that spoke of his passion. We followed him carried away by his words, fascinated by how he explained the Bible ...
Emmaus appeared in front of us ... "It's almost sunset, stay with us because it's getting dark, stop and eat with us". Cleopa and I rejoiced because we already cared about him and his presence seemed to ease our pain.
When we got home, we prepared the little lunch… He took the bread, said the prayer of thanks, broke the bread and… At that gesture our eyes were opened !!! "Master!" we exclaimed together ... But he was gone.
On the table only the broken bread, the flame of the lamp and its empty seat.
It was the Lord, we had to understand it ... I felt like a new fire in my heart, like a joy that invaded me while he spoke to us, while he explained the scriptures to us. Jesus is alive! Jesus is resurrected - It's all true, Cleopas, everything starts again !!!
We have to go back to Jerusalem and tell our comrades. It was dark outside, yet the street seemed lighted to us and we walked safely. Now we knew what joy was, now that everything had a meaning, everything was clear, everything was open. If Jesus had changed our life, his resurrection had transformed it!
We found the disciples gathered in the merchant's house, they welcomed us radiant: "The Lord has truly risen and appeared to Simon", John immediately told us. "We saw him too, we met him on the way to Emmaus but we didn't realize it was him. But with bread, yes, with bread we have understood. We recognized him while he was breaking bread! "


Scout and guide reflection:

[image: ]Recognizing Jesus in the breaking of bread also means that it must be possible to recognize us Christians by the gesture of breaking the bread, that is, by the gesture of sharing and giving. Making a gift of ourselves and our lives is the best wish that we scouts and guides can address each others.
Happy Easter in the risen Lord !!!



The challenge for you: your good deeds towards the Passover of our Lord ![image: ]
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